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of  whom  so  many  have  oiscovereo  the 
charm  of  the  cjame  in  CJxorth  L^arolina, 

which  so  many  more  will  oiscover 

as  the  years  roll  alonyy  this  little  booklet 

is  affectionately  oeoicateo. 
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IT  was  Ralph  Kennedy  of  JSTew  York  City,  the  Peripatetic  Golfer,  who 
said  to  me  not  long  ago : 

"Ive  played  sixty-four  different  golf  courses  in  North  Carolina,  and 
for  variety,  class,  condition  and  climatic  suitability  at  all  seasons,  I'm 
sure  no  other  State  in  the  Union  has  anything  on  the  assortment." 

Mr.  Kennedy  really  ought  to  know  something  about  that.  He  is  called 
the  Peripatetic  Golfer  because  he  has  played  more  different  golf  courses 
than  any  other  golfer  in  this  world.  His  record  to  this  writing  is  1,670 — 
different  courses,  mind  you;  each  round  of  play  duly  certified  on  its  own 
score  card,  and  the  score  cards  reposing  in  a  safety  deposit  box  in  Mr. 
Kennedy's  bank,  for  Mr.  Kennedy,  a  veteran  businessman,  is  a  business- 
like hobbyist  also,  and  he  knows  he's  got  a  world  record  by  the  tail. 

Anyway,  Mr.  Kennedy  got  me  thinking  about  North  Carolina  golf 
courses,  and  one  day  I  got  out  a  map  of  the  Old  North  State  and  had  a 
look  at  it,  spotting  the  golfing  centers  and  localities  where  I  knew  a  lot  of 
golf  was  played — in  the  State  which  gave  to  American  golf  the  1937  woman 
champion  of  the  United  States,  Estelle  Lawson  Page,  of  Chapel  Hill. 

Well,  you  see,  I  know  something  about  golf  courses,  myself.  I've  seen 
and  walked  over  a  lot  of  layouts,  in  this  country  and  the  British  Isles.     I 


traveled  120,000  miles  with  Bobby  Jones  in  the  course  of  the  career  that 
culminated  in  1930  in  what  they  call  the  Grand  Slam,  and  I  was  with 
him  at  twenty-seven  major  championships  and  six  Walker  Cup  Interna- 
tional Matches,  and  I'm  the  only  person  in  the  world  who  saw  him  win 
all  thirteen  of  his  major  titles. 

And  the  map  of  North  Carolina,  right  at  the  first  glance,  looks  like  a 
golfing  layout,  looking  from  east  to  west,  or  from  north  to  south,  or  from 
top  to  bottom,  or  however  you  look  at  it.  Reducing  its  mileage  to  yardage 
— the  accustomed  scale  of  a  golf  course — it's  a  swell  Par  5  design  for  a 
500-yard  hole  with  the  tee  over  at  Wilmington,  at  the  Cape  Fear  Country 
Club,  and  a  finish  of  the  type  characterized  by  the  late  Harry  Vardon  as 
the  sportiest  shot  in  golf- — the  pitched  approach  to  a  hilltop  green,  which 
might  be  at  Asheville  or  Blowing  Rock  or  Roaring  Gap  or  Linville  or 
Waynesville  or  Highlands,  where  you  will  find  a  flock  of  hilltop  greens 
ranging  from  2,000  to  4,000  feet  above  sea  level. 

And,  from  a  tee  again  at  Wilmington,  you  could  bang  a  sweet  iron  shot 
up  to  a  green  at  Rocky  Mount  or  Henderson  or  Raleigh  or  Durham,  or 
maybe  Greensboro — you  could  spray  your  irons  in  any  general  northerly 
direction,  and  find  the  answer  to  a  Par  3  prayer  in  the  proper  range  and 
topography.  The  whole  State,  from  a  birdseye  view,  or  a  bugseye  view, 
if  you're  a  golfer,  might  have  been  laid  out  on  a  magnificent  scale  for 
golf  by  the  greatest  of  golf-course  architects,  Donald  Ross  of  Pinehurst, 
himself  a  confirmed  North  Carolinian  by  adoption. 

Geographically,  topographically,  climatically — North  Carolina  appears 
to  have  been  designed  by  St.  Andrew  himself  as  a  golfing  State.  There  is 
every  gradation  of  altitude,  from  eight  feet  above  sea  level  along  the  tide- 
water eastern  sector  through  the  Piedmont  Plateau  and  up  to  the  tallest 
golf  course  east  of  the  Rockies,  at  Blowing  Rock,  averaging  more  than 
4,000  feet  above  tidewater.  There  is  every  gradation  in  soil,  from  the 
sandy  reaches  where,  as  in  Florida,  the  yards  are  very  long  yards — since 
the  ball  gains  little  on  the  run;  through  the  rich  rolling  levels  around 
Rocky  Mount  and  Kinston  and  Greenville  and  Wilson,  where  the  waving 
tobacco  crop  sweeps  into  the  markets,  fifty  million  pounds  to  the  season 
in  most  of  them ;  and  on  into  the  Land  of  the  Sky,  where  the  loveliest 


mountain  golf  courses  in  the  world  are  found,  and  the  bent  grasses,  so 
tricky  of  cultivation  in  the  lowlands,  make  contoured  emeralds  of  the 
putting  greens. 

Topographically,  as  Mr.  Kennedy  suggested,  there  is  every  kind  of 
golfing  terrain  in  the  Old  North  State;  the  golfing  pilgrim  may  suit  his 
fancy  down  to  the  last  steep  pitch  or  the  crafty  run-up  approach ;  he  may 
play  his  game  over  hill  and  dale,  and  across  lakes  and  streams.  He  may 
wallop  away  along  fairways  flat  or  rolling,  and  bordered  by  piney  woods 
or  noble  oaks  or  gigantic  clumps  of  laurel  and  rhododendron.  He  may 
select  an  emerald  bowl  in  the  mountains,  if  he  has  a  flair  for  scenery  and 
altitude  agrees  with  him ;  or  he  can  find  an  English  countryside,  set  about 
with  green  pastures  and  placid  herds.  And  if  he  is  a  Grade-A  golfer  and 
fancies  his  prowess,  he  can  match  strokes  with  the  great  No.  2  Course  at 
Pinehurst,  for  thirty  years  known  as  the  St.  Andrews  of  America,  where 
the  North  and  South  Championships  are  played,  and  ascertain  to  his  own 
satisfaction  why  the  leading  professionals  in  the  1936  P.  G.  A.  tournament 
omitted  to  give  Old  Man  Par  his  accustomed  drubbing  there.  Incidentally, 
the  expert  may  test  his  game  at  a  lot  of  other  layouts — at  Southern  Pines, 
next  door  to  Pinehurst ;  at  Charlotte,  at  Greensboro,  at  Raleigh,  at  Dur- 
ham, at  Asheville;  the  State  is  rich  in  golf  courses  that  intrigue  the  better 
players  while  affording  more  modest  performers  all  the  opportunity  they 


deserve,  which  is  a  lot,  since  the  so-called  Average  Golfer,  usually  well  be- 
low the  average,  is  the  mainstay  of  the  game,  and  the  man  who  pays  the 
freight. 

And  climatically — there's  perhaps  the  peak  of  all  the  points.  For 
there  is  no  season  of  the  year,  and  no  period  of  any  season,  when  golf  may 
not  be  played  pleasantly  and  on  a  completely  adequate  course,  in  North 
Carolina. 

There  are  summer  courses  and  winter  courses,  both  spreading  well  into 
spring  and  autumn.  And  there  are  courses  for  play — and  comfortable 
play — all  the  year  around.  And  all  of  them,  no  matter  where  situated,  are 
coupled  with  all  the  other  golf  courses,  and  all  the  towns  and  cities,  and 
all  the  fringes  of  the  less  fortunate  world  outside,  by  the  smooth  ribbon  of 
58,000  miles  of  paved  highway  that  spreads  netwise  from  the  blue  Atlantic 
and  a  singularly  meandering  coast  line  westward  across  the  Piedmont 
Region  and  the  Pisgah  ]STational  Forest  and  upward  into  the  Great 
Smokies. 

I  think  it  was  the  highways  that  turned  the  trick,  with  me.  You  see,. 
I  had  known  all  these  things  from  hearsay  and  sporadic  expeditions  to 
golf  tournaments  here  and  there  at  the  great  golfing  centers — Pinehurst 
and  Charlotte  and  Greensboro  and  Asheville — but  I'd  never  really  gone 
rolling  along,  from  the  coast  to  the  tall  mountains,  to  see  for  myself  what 
North  Carolina  had  to  offer  not  only  her  own  people  in  the  way  of  this, 
fascinating  game,  but  also  what  0.  Henry,  that  beloved  North  Carolinian,, 
might  have  called  the  Four  Million  of  Golf,  who  live  and  move  and  play 
their  game  whenever  they  can,  in  the  less  favored  reaches  of  our  native 
land. 

Well,  they  can  play  golf  at  any  time,  in  any  season,  in  North  Carolina. 
And  when  somebody  suggested  that  I  go  and  see  for  myself — as  much  as 
I  could  see  in  a  week — I  took  another  look  at  the  map  and  the  highways,, 
and  a  long  breath,  and  set  out. 

So  this  is  the  story  of  the  greatest  non-golfing  golfing  pilgrimage  yet 
organized  by  an  humble  reporter  and  historian  of  the  game  in  which  he 
has  expended  forty  years  trying  to  play  it  and  nearly  that  long  writing 
about  it — conceivably  with  somewhat  better  effect.  And,  after  all,  we  did 
see  a  lot  of  North  Carolina  golf  courses,  Albert  Hill  and  I.  Albert  oper- 
ated the  car,  and  he  ran  it  as  he  used  to  run  Georgia  Tech's  Golden  Tor- 
nado, back  in  1917 — and  the  older  football  fans  will  know  just  what  I 
mean,  recalling  the  days  when  the  Tech  backfield  included  Judy  Harlan 
and  Everett  Strupper  and  Joe  Guyon — and  the  "diminutive  quarterback,"' 


as  we  used  to  call  Albert  in  the  stories  of  Tech  triumphs.  He  weighs 
(forgive  me,  Albert!)  220  now,  but  none  of  the  poundage  has  crept  above 
the  ears,  and  he's  one  of  the  finest  drivers  I  ever  sat  beside. 

And  so  we  started  at  Raleigh,  the  Capital  of  the  Old  North  State,  and 
went  rolling,  not  down  to  Rio,  but  to  Wilmington.  And  in  five  days  and 
a  half  we  rolled  along  1,832  miles  of  the  silver  ribbon  of  North  Carolina 
highways,  and  we  paid  pop-calls  at  forty-one  golfing  towns  and  cities,  and 
of  the  eighty-seven  golf  and  country  clubs  and  courses  listed  on  the  roster 
of  the  Carolina  Golf  Association  we  missed  only  twenty.  Pop-calls,  you 
understand,  perforce — there  were  so  many  spots  where  we  longed  to  linger 
longer,  alliteratively  and  with  intent.  But  we  carried  no  golf  clubs  on 
this  non-golfing  golfing  pilgrimage,  and  we  desecrated  no  golf  courses  by 
a  literal  application  of  our  game,  except  that  from  a  special  tee  beside 
the  thirteenth  green  at  Roaring  Gap,  Mr.  Hill,  with  a  weapon  borrowed 
from  Dumpy  Hagler,  knocked  out  two  drives  that  averaged  half  a  mile 
each — 230  yards  out  and  650  yards  down.  That  was  the  fair  morning 
after  an  evening  when  we  rolled  up  the  better  part  of  a  vertical  mile, 
watching  the  sun  slide  down  behind  the  Parade  of  the  Purple  Mountains. 

And  that,  and  many  other  sights  and  scenes  and  pleasant  adventures — 
and  sixty-seven  golf  courses — unrolled  along  the  silver  ribbon,  as  we 
traversed  the  Old  North  State  like  Sonja  Henie  doing  figures  on  roller 
skates. 


Carolina  Country  Club,  Raleigh 
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A  NON-GOLFING  W>UrM>Kj/  PILGRIMAGE 
OF  NORTH  CAROLINA 


WE  started  at  Raleigh,  for  a  number  of  reasons.  Raleigh  is  the  Capi- 
tal of  North  Carolina,  for  one  thing,  and  Albert  Hill  lives  there, 
for  another.  For  a  third  and  geographic  reason,  Raleigh  is  as  close  to 
the  area-center  of  the  State  as  you  can  get  without  crowding  somebody; 
and  for  a  quartet  of  further  reasons  there  are  four  excellent  golf  courses 
— the  Carolina  Country  Club,  the  Carolina  Pines  Golf  Club,  the  Raleigh 
Golf  Association,  and  the  Cheviot  Hills  Golf  Club,  the  last  two  being 
public  courses,  and  all  with  grass  greens,  because  the  State's  Capital  a 
great  many  years  ago  was  located  thoughtfully  in  a  region  of  admirable 
turf  favoring  such  developments. 

And  so,  like  the  agitated  cavalier  who  leaped  upon  his  horse  and 
galloped  off  madly  in  all  directions,  we  set  out  from  Raleigh  on  a  south- 
westerly course,  though  we  were  heading  for  Wilmington,  which  is  south 
by  east,  and  New  Bern,  Greenville,  Tarboro,  Wilson,  Rocky  Mount  and 
other  points  almost  due  east  of  where  we  started  originally. 

If  this  sounds  a  bit  confused,  you  might  get  a  road  map  of  North  Caro- 
lina and  have  a  look  at  the  situation,  or,  better  still,  leap  in  your  trusty 
motor  car  and  try  it  yourself. 

But  before  we  leaped  we  had  a  look  about  the  Raleigh  golf  layouts, 
especially  the  Carolina  Country  Club,  where  Fred  Newnham  presides  as 
professional — Freddie  once  was  golf  instructor  to  the  late  John  D.  Rocke- 
feller, and  was  even  photographed  with  him,  which  was  rated  Pose  No.  1 
by  the  newsreel  outfits  of  the  day. 


CntMa^Kidk 


At  the  Carolina  Country  Club  Ave  found  a  couple  of  golf  champions 
whose  combined  ages  amounted  to  31  years,  Grover  Poole,  Jr.,  and  Henry 
Bowden,  Grover  being  junior  champion  of  the  Carolinas,  meaning  both 
of  them,  and  Henry  occupying  a  similar  throne  in  North  Carolina  spe- 
cifically. The  tourneys  at  which  they  won  their  titles  were  played  at  the 
Sedgefield  Country  Club  of  Greensboro  and  at  Linville. 

I  asked  the  youngsters  about  the  best  scores  they  had  made  over  the 
rolling  and  even  billowy  stretches  of  their  home  layout,  a  good,  long  6,560- 
yard,  par  72  affair,  where,  I  recalled,  Sir  Walter  Hagen  a  good  many 
years  ago  was  the  first  to  negotiate  par,  then  73. 

Mr.  Poole's  record  was  70  and  Mr.  Bowden's  72. 

"Shucks,"  said  Mr.  Poole,  modestly — he  is  15. 
66.    He's  club  champion  and  city  champion. 

I  still  think  70  is  pretty  good,  at  the  Carolina  Country  Club.  Or  even 
72.  Estelle  Lawson  Page  of  Chapel  Hill,  the  North  Carolina  girl  who 
became  in  October,  1937,  the  first  Southerner  to  win  the  United  States 
championship  since  Alexa  Stirling  in  1920,  holds  the  feminine  record,  73. 

"They've  built  some  bridges  over  the  deeper  places,"  Mr.  Poole  ex- 
plained. "Not  to  play  the  ball  across  on,  but  to  walk  over.  They  tell  me 
that  when  Hagen  and  Kirkwood  played  it,  Hagen  said  he  wished  he  had 
some  mountain  goat  in  his  ancestry." 


I  was  duly  impressed. 
"Al  Dowtin's  done  a 


Bhidae  wow 

T)UT  it's  a  fine  golf  course,  and  they've  played  the  Carolinas  Open  and 
*~*  the  Carolinas  Amateur  Championships  there,  and  the  three  valleys 
which  inspired  Sir  Walter's  comment  have  been  bridged  - —  the  canyon 
across  the  fairway  of  the  thirteenth  hole  has  been  spanned  by  a  structure 
405  feet  in  length,  with  200-foot  bridges  at  the  third  and  seventh,  so  all 
you  have  to  do  is  to  walk  placidly  across,  provided  you  have  not  previously 
topped  anything  in  the  way  of  a  golf  ball,  which  calls  for  a  bit  of  clamber- 
ing. 

We  were  405  feet  above  sea  level  at  Raleigh  and  were  running  slightly 
uphill  as  we  swung  along  to  Sanford  and  the  Municipal  Golf  Club,  and 
closed  in  by  way  of  Southern  Pines  on  Pinehurst,  which  pair  of  celebrated 
resorts,  650  feet  above  sea  level  and  a  night's  journey  by  rail  from  ]STew 
York  City,  for  a  couple  of  generations  have  been  luring  winter  golfers 
from  chilly  sectors  to  a  Carolina  Riviera  which  knows  no  winter — it's 
always  fall  or  spring.  There  are  nine  good  golf  courses  within  what  you 
might  call  leaping  distance,  the  Southern  Pines  Country  Club  offering  a 
27-hole  layout  of  the  clover-leaf  design,  with  18-hole  affairs  at  the  Pine 
Needles  Country  Club  and  the  Mid  Pines  Country  Club. 

At  Pinehurst,  the  four  courses  are  simply  numbered — Nos.  1,  2,  3  and 
4 — when  it  comes  to  the  famous  No.  2,  where  the  1936  Professional  Cham- 
pionship of  the  United  States  was  held,  and  the  great  annual  North  and 
South  tournaments  are  played,  I  am  passing  up  a  brilliant  opportunity  for 
gilding  the  lily  and  mixing  metaphors  with  the  government  over  refined 
gold.  Because  there  is  a  golf  course  to  write  home  about — as,  indeed,  I  did 
recently,  while  the  leading  professionals  of  the  United  States  were  sim- 
mering down  at  hectic  match  play  until  Denny  Shute  was  the  1936  cham- 
pion, one  golden  November  afternoon. 


PINEHURST 


Inasmuch  as  Denny  repeated  his  cham- 
pionship in  1937  in  the  next  playing  of 
the  P.  G.  A.  fixture  at  the  Pittsburgh 
Field  Club,  there  is  added  weight  to  the 
opinion  of  Donald  Ross,  who  esteems  the 
]STo.  2  Course  at  Pinehurst,  of  all  the 
hundreds  he  has  created,  and  "for  golfers  of  every  caliber,  the  fairest  yet 
most  exacting  test  of  their  game,  and  yet  a  test  from  which  they  will  al- 
ways derive  the  maximum  of  jdeasure — which,  to  my  mind,  should  be  the 
ideal  of  all  golf  courses." 

The  chef-d'oeuvre  of  America's  best-known  golf  course  architect — who 
designed,  incidentally,  more  than  half  of  the  better  golf  layouts  in  North 
Carolina — started  forty  years  ago  with  nine  holes  and  sand  greens;  the 
beginning  of  the  famous  Pinehurst  Country  Club,  known  this  last  genera- 
tion as  the  St.  Andrews  of  America,  with  its  assortment  of  four  fine 
courses,  where  more  golf  is  played  annually  than  at  any  other  spot  on  the 
globe.  Specifically  a  winter  resort — "Where  it's  always  autumn  or 
spring" — there  is  also  a  lot  of  tennis  and  riding,  with  horse  shows  and 
kennel  shows  and  gymkhanas,  and  polo  and  field  trials  and  trap-shooting, 


Pinehurst  Country  Club.  Pinehurst 


also  ranges  for  rifle  and  pistol 
and  the  bow-and-arrow  special- 
ists, or  toxophilites. 

But  it  all  started  with  golf  and 
the  vision  that  Donald  Ross 
brought  with  him  from  Auld 
Scotia,  and  the  activities  revolve 
about  the  four  golf  courses,  and 
while  each  of  them  has  its  points, 
as  the  famous  Cathedral  Hole  of 
the  No.  3  Course,  loveliest  of  all 
the  one-shotters,  it's  old  No.  2 
and  the  championship  tests  that 
you  write  home  about,  and  re- 
turn to  witness,  perhaps  to  play 
in,  year  after  year. 


Three  distinct  courses  in  one,  the  yardage  is  6,246  from  the  forward 
tees;  6,597  from  the  medium  ranges;  and  at  full  stretch  6,900  yards  for 
the  Big  Shots,  as  in  the  P.  G.  A.  Championship.  And  you  know  how  they 
bully  the  golf  courses  nowadays,  these  Big  Shots — Harry  Cooper  and  Gene 
Sarazen  and  Horton  Smith  and  Johnny  Revolta  and  Henry  Picard  and 
Paul  Piunyan,  and  all  the  rest.  You  read  about  the  par-busting  rounds 
of  65  and  66  and  67,  all  around  the  vast  Winter  Loop,  that  stretches  from 
Florida  out  to  California  and  back  again,  to  culminate  in  the  North  and 
South  Open  at  Pinehurst.  Well,  it  was  a  great  field  that  played  the  qualify- 
ing rounds  of  the  1936  Professional  Championship  over  the  No.  2  Course  at 
Pineburst.    And  par  there  is  72,  and  two  rounds  in  par  would  be  144,  and 


the  boys  were  doing  their  two  rounds  and  shooting 
their  prettiest,  for  the  Blue  Chips. 

But  only  one  entry,  Fay  Coleman,  of  all  that  field, 
beat  Old  Man  Par,  by  a  single  stroke;  and  no  one 
else  matched  the  card.  For  next  in  the  list  came 
Johnny  Revolta,  defending  champion;  and  Tony 
Manero,  Open  champion;  and  Gene  Sarazen,  who 
has  won  everything  a  professional  golfer  can  win. 
And  the  best  that  each  could  do  was  145. 

That,  ye  golfers,  is  what  confronts  you  when  you 
play  this  magnificent  course. 


BIG  SHOTS  J/owk 


All  the  Big  Shots  are  on  parade  at  Pinehurst  every  season  in  the  North 
and  South  tournaments,  the  Open  and  the  Amateur  for  the  men,  and 
their  own  North  and  South  for  the  ladies  (God  bless  'em!),  with  Glenna 
Collett  Vare  and  Opal  Hill  and  Estelle  Lawson  Page  of  Chapel  Hill  and 
Charlotte  Glutting  among  the  winners.  George  T.  Dunlap,  Jr.,  Amateur 
Champion  of  1933,  and  member  of  the  United  States  Walker  Cup  Team, 
lives  at  Pinehurst  and  does  his  preparatory  training  there — and  he's  won 
so  many  big  tournaments  that  the  Dunlaps  are  contemplating  an  annex  to 
the  Dunlap  domicile,  for  the  trophies. 

Richard  S.  Tufts  lives  at  Pinehurst,  secretary-treasurer  of  the  Carolina 
Golf  Association,  which  includes  both  Carolinas  and  ranks  with  the  finest 
State  organizations  in  the  country.  And  Mr.  Tufts,  incidentally,  is  a 
sufficiently  capable  golfer  to  have  qualified  at  Biltmore  Forest  in  the  Caro- 
linas section  for  the  1937  United  States  Amateur  Championship  at  Port- 
land. 
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Pinehurst  Country  Club,  Pinehurst 


Well,  we  called  on  Mr.  Tufts  and  the  time  slid  away  unnoted  and  while 
we  had  planned  to  stay  the  night  at  Wilmington,  we  stopped  at  Fayette- 
ville,  which  has  a  nine-hole  golf  course  at  the  Country  Club,  an  enterpris- 
ing affair  which  grew  from  eight  members  in  1935  to  113  in  the  next  two 
years.  The  last  three  holes  of  the  golf  course  are  played  across  the  same 
long,  narrow  lake,  which  is  good  for  the  golf  ball  business  of  Ramon 
Atkins,  the  professional,  and  one  of  the  owners.  The  lake,  spring-fed,  is 
of  thirty  acres  and  the  only  drawback  to  perfect  bathing  conditions  is  said 
to  be  the  extraordinary  prevalence  of  fish,  which  of  course  is  satisfactory 
to  the  Izaak  Waltonians. 

The  Lumberton  Municipal  Golf  Course  lately  has  been  purchased  by  a 
club,  an  ambition  conceivably  inspired  by  the  performance  of  Lumberton's 
leading  amateur,  Mr.  J.  E.  Johnson,  who  holds  the  course  record,  67,  and 
not  long  ago  went  to  the  final  round  of  the  North  and  South  Amateur  at 
Pinehurst  with  George  Dunlap,  who  was  winning  another  of  those  classic 
events. 


L&p£  fetife 


So  we  rolled  along  downhill  toward  the  coast  and  naturally  came  to 
Wilmington  and  the  old  Cape  Fear  Country  Club,  organized  more  than 
forty  years  ago,  in  1896,  where  the  veteran  professional,  Kirk  Boehm,  holds 
forth  and  a  young  man  named  J.  J.  Furlong,  Jr.,  driving  well  beyond 
what's  in  the  name,  holds  the  course  record  of  68.  The  professional  mark 
was  set  at  66  a  dozen  years  ago  by  Roland  Hancock,  who,  in  1928,  came 
within  a  single  stroke  of  tieing  Bobby  Jones  and  Johnny  Farrell  in  the 
United  States  Open  at  Olympia  Fields. 

The  Wilmington  Municipal  Golf  Club  has  an  18-hole 
course  there  also,  with  William  Crichton  as  professional, 
and  both  layouts  are  within  easy  jumping  distance  of 
the  famous  beach  and  the  blue  Atlantic.  Naturally  the 
elevation  above  the  latter  is  nothing  to  require  more  than 
a  step-ladder,  for  this  is  the  tidewater  sector,  and  we  rolled 


Cape  Fear  Country 


away  up  the  coast  to  New  Bern  and  its  country  club,  with  R.  S.  Minor 
in  charge,  right  along  the  ISTeuse  River,  which  is  spreading  out  at  iSTew 
Bern  into  a  protracted  sort  of  inlet  or  gulf. 

Westward  Ho !  at  last,  and  we  called  at  the  Kinston  Country  Club,  or- 
ganized  (with  grass  greens  right  at  the  start)   in  1922,  with  H.  B.  Mc- 
Glohan  in  the  professional  role,  which  he  still  occupies.     The  course  record 
is  64,  set  by  Robert  Rasberry,  whose  daddy  is  a  banker,  whetner  or  not 
any  connection  is  thus  achieved.     The  club  is  in  Lenoir   County,  while 
Kinston  appears  to  be  straddling  the  line.  The  beautiful  setting  for  the 
Kinston  Country  Club — its  club  house  beckoning  in  its  greeting  to  golfers 
— insures  the  ultimate  in  the  enjoyable  pastime  of  endeavoring  to  conquer 
old  man  par.     The  atmosphere  is  golf  and  the  growth  of  the  club  is  proof 
of  the  popularity  of  the  game.     Anyway,  the  entire  section  thereabout  is 
blanketed  much  of  the  year  with  a  waving  agricultural  product  eventually 
marketed  as  Bright  Blue-Cured  Cigarette  Tobacco.     They  told  me  there 
were    nine    tobacco    warehouses    in    Kinston,    and    50,000,000 
pounds   of  tobacco   in   a   season   isn't   anything  to   marvel   at, 
either    in   that   city,   or   in   Wilson,    or    Greenville,    or   Rocky 
Mount.     So  this  is  where  the  cigarettes  start  from — a  few  of 
them,  anyway. 


Club,  Wilmington 
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Biltmore  Forest  Country  Club,  Asheville 


The  Greenville  Golf  and  Country  Club  showed  us  the  prettiest  little 
clubhouse  thus  far,  and  the  professional,  Robert  E.  Bailey,  who  looked  like 
a  recent  football  player,  said  the  sand  greens  were  to  be  changed  to  grass 
within  the  year.    As  a  matter  of  record,  Mr.  Bailey  recently  was  a  football 


player,  and  a  very  good  one,  at  the  University  of  Oklahoma  and  later  a 
team-mate  of  Shipwreck  Kelly  in  the  professional  game.  His  younger 
brother  Jack  played  at  Washington  and  Lee  a  few  years  ago,  and  Mr. 
Bailey  and  Mr.  Hill  at  once  went  into  a  huddle  and  I  had  some  trouble 
separating  them  from  football  reminiscence  for  a  look  at  the  golf  course, 
which  is  very  rolling  for  that  section  and  will  look  fine  with  grass  greens. 

Plymouth  has  a  very  private  sort  of  private  course,  if  you  know  what 
I  mean.  A  big  company  there  is  building  a  new  clubhouse  with  a  dining 
room  and  a  ballroom  and  sixty  guest  rooms,  for  the  accommodation  of 
their  many  friends,  most  of  whom,  it  appears,  wish  to  play  golf.  The 
course  is  in  its  first  year,  and  is  a  swanky  nine-hole  affair  with  watered 
grass  greens.  It  is  3,600  yards  in  length  which  is  not  far  from  the  longest 
nine  holes  in  America. 

I  do  not  remember  just  how  we  found  ourselves  away  down  at  Goldsboro, 
but  there  we  were,  suddenly,  at  a  very  flat  course  of  nine  holes,  a  bit  over 
3,000  yards  long,  with  Albert  Johnson  as  professional  in  charge  at  the 
Goldsboro  Country  Club.  Then  we  turned  straight  northward  to  Wilson, 
another  of  those  imposing  tobacco  marts,  and  also  the  locale  of  the  Wilson 
Country  Club,  with  eighteen  holes  and  sand  greens  and  another  of  those 
prolific  JNTewnhams,  L.  A.  jSTewnham  this  time,  as  professional;  a  very 
good  combination  all  around. 

We  were  now  in  a  veritable  nest  of  golf  courses,  one  of  them  at  Tarboro, 
being  perhaps  the  most  unusual  affair  in  these  United  States.  The  nine 
holes  of  the  Tarboro  Country  Club  were  hewed  out  of  a  pine  forest  with  a 
magnificent  disregard  for  golf  shots  seriatim,  you  might  say.  I  mean, 
you  will  play  your  tee-shots  at  the  longer  holes  with  anything  from  a 
mashie-niblick  to  a  driver,  and  your  second  shots  with  anything  from  a 
brassie  down  to  a  niblick.  Some  of  the  greens  are  on  shelves  and  some 
on  minor  plateaus.  They  are  sand,  and  the  rest  of  the  course  is  kept 
mowed  on  the  old  Scottish  plan — by  a  flock  of  sheep.  The  general  design 
is  on  the  double-reverse  switchback  order,  the  altitude  changing  as  much 
as  a  hundred  feet  from  fairway  to  fairway.  I  wish  Robert  Ripley  could 
see  it. 


AT  ROCKY  MOUNT 


Benvenue  Country  Club,  Rocky  Mount 


TT'S  a  singularly  fascinating  course — a  sort  of  precipice-to-precipice 
■*■  affair — but  we  were  getting  awfully  hungry,  and  we  lit  out  for  Rocky 
Mount,  where  there  is  the  finest  barbecue  tavern  in  this  world.  I  am  not 
going  to  be  fool  enough  to  give  you  the  name  of  Uncle — I  mean,  the  pro- 
prietor, who  is  internationally  famous  as  a  barbecuist,  because  I  don't 
want  to  have  to  stand  in  line  next  time  I  am  there.  But  you  may  ask  Mr. 
Joshua  Home,  and  if  you  impress  him  favorably  and  have  the  right 
credentials,  Mr.  Home  may  impart  this  valuable  information. 

Rocky  Mount  has  the  Benvenue  Country  Club,  a  fine  Donald  Ross 
creation  of  eighteen  holes,  with  Palmer  Maples  the  professional  these  last 
seven  years.  With  a  population  of  30,000  in  Rocky  Mount,  the  club  has 
a  membership  of  300 ;  a  course  record  by  Palmer  Maples  of  67 ;  an  ama- 
teur record  of  69  shared  by  Messrs.  J.  B.  Killer  and  H.  W.  Whitley;  and 
a  testimonial  of  excellence  from  Messrs.  Hagen  and  Kirkwood  on  one  of 
their  tours. 

Right  up  in  the  top  of  the  old  North  State  is  Henderson  and  the  West 
End  Country  Club,  with  a  history  which  I  submit  briefly  as  unique. 


HtM  to  ffk.  B>«xii* 


FIFTEEN  years  ago  one  of  the  leading  citizens,  Mr.  James  H.  Brodie, 
was  low  in  health  and  several  specialists  advised  a  lot  of  time  in  the 
open,  preferably  at  golf.  There  was  no  golf  course  at  or  near  Henderson, 
so  Mr.  Brodie  proceeded  to  build  himself  a  private  course,  expending  a 
good  many  thousands  of  dollars  thereon.  Golf  attracts  normal  Americans 
with  a  species  of  fascination,  and  presently  a  number  of  the  younger  gen- 
eration began  begging  Mr.  Brodie  to  allow  them  to  form  a  club.  Mr. 
Brodie  did  better  than  that.  He  helped  to  organize  the  club  and  turned 
over  the  87  acres  of  golf  course  to  it.  An  equitable  amount  was  agreed 
on  as  the  purchase  price,  and  fifty-year  five  per  cent  bonds  were  issued — 
which  Mr.  Brodie  then  donated  to  charity  in  the  county,  to  provide  a 
special  welfare  fund.  The  annual  interest  is  apportioned  among  the  club 
members,  each  thus  paying  a  pro-rata  contribution  to  charity  while  play- 
ing a  lot  of  golf. 

A  year  ago  the  sand  greens  were  replaced  with  grass,  and  Mr.  Brodie — ■ 
his  health  now  robust — is  supervising  the  construction  of  a  new  set  of 
tees,  so  that  the  course,  with  nine  greens,  will  have  eighteen  tees,  and,  in 
effect,  eighteen  different  holes,  which  is  the  first  arrangement  of  this  in- 
genious kind  I  ever  heard  of.  The  course  is  open  to  visitors  at  a  nominal 
green  fee,  and  is  a  thoroughly  sporty  and  interesting  affair. 

Oxford,  a  short  jaunt  from  Henderson,  offers  the  Oxford  Golf  Club 
with  nine  holes  and  sand  greens,  a  range  of  3,033  yards,  a  par  of  35,  and 
Tom  Ross  as  the  leading  player,  and  thence  we  coasted  southward  to  Ra- 
leigh for  the  night,  having  completed  a  sort  of  circuit  the  outlines  of  which 
would  have  given  the  late  Mr.  Euclid  a  set  of  geometrical  cramps  which 
probably  would  have  precluded  the  naming  of  five  thousand  avenues  for 
him. 


Hope  Valley  Country  Club,  Durham 


HAVING  circumnavigated  the  eastern  section  of  the  Old  North  State 
in  this  eccentric  but  agreeable  fashion,  we  started  out  from  Raleigh 
— again — bright  and  early,  or  at  least  early,  with  the  first  stop  Durham, 
which  includes  Duke  University,  Wallace  Wade,  the  Hope  Valley  Coun- 
try Club  and  the  Hillandale  Golf  Club,  the  latter  a  fine  public  course  of 
eighteen  holes  with  grass  greens  and  Henry  Poe  as  professional. 

Mr.  Wade,  indeed,  is  president  of  the  Hope  Valley  Country  Club,  and 
an  ardent  golfer,  his  game  ranging  between  80  and  85  according  to  his 
own  modest  estimate,  and  from  75  to  80  according  to  the  other  members 
of  the  frenetic  foursome  with  whom  he  usually  plays.  Mr.  Wade  was 
just  starting  out  with  his  little  playmates,  who  were  already  looking  at 
him  sideways  while  doing  a  spot  of  bargaining  in  the  matter  of  strokes. 
It  seems  Mr.  Wade  is  nobody's  push-over  on  a  golf  course;  a  certain 
equilibrium  possibly  having  been  established  by  his  years  in  football,  a 
game  with  which  Mr.  Wade  also  is  fairly  familiar. 


Marshall  Crichton,  veteran  professional  and  a  fine  player  himself,  gave 
us  the  low:down  on  the  course,  another  fine  Donald  Ross  design,  on  a  ter- 
rain so  ample  that  none  of  the  fairways  are  parallel,  in  a  setting  of  lovely 
rolling  landscape  set  about  the  fringes  with  stately  homes. 

At  full  stretch,  the  Hope  Valley  course  is  more  than  6,600  yards,  with 
a  par  of  70.  Orville  White,  the  Sedgefield  professional,  holds  the  course 
record  with  an  astounding  64  scored  in  the  qualifying  test  for  the  1937 
Open  Championship ;  and  Charlie  Yates,  lately  of  Georgia  Tech,  did  a  67 
there  in  a  team  match  between  Tech  and  Duke.  W.  T.  Budd,  Jr.,  a  Duke 
student,  has  been  club  champion  the  last  two  years,  and  a  lot  of  North 
Carolina  University  students  play  there,  as  well  as  the  Duke  boys. 

The  Hope  Valley  course  is  one  of  the  finest  examples,  along  with  the 
courses  at  Raleigh,  Greensboro,  Charlotte  and  Asheville,  of  the  more  im- 
portant layouts  which  are  good  for  play  all  the  year  'round.  It  is  probable 
that  no  other  sector  east  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  affords  a  twelve-months' 
climate  more  suitable  for  the  a;ame. 


Forsyth  Country 


Club,  ^nston-Sale* 


Ralph  Kennedy  had  told  me  there  was  "dynamite  at  Chapel  Hill,"  in 
the  most  unusual  little  nine-hole  golf  course  on  which  a  potential  champion 
ever  was  developed.  But  I  don't  mind  telling  you  that  this  visit  for  me 
really  was  in  the  nature  of  a  pilgrimage;  a  sort  of  shrine,  in  a  way  of 
speaking,  along  our  route. 

For  there,  at  the  little  Chapel  Hill  Country  Club,  on  a  nine-hole  course 
without  a  bunker  or  a  wood  second  shot  for  the  expert  Estelle  Lawson, 
now  Mrs.  Julius  A.  Page,  Jr.,  took  up  the  game  with  her  father,  Dr. 
Robert  B.  Lawson,  in  the  early  spring  of  1931.  And  six  years  and  a  half 
later,  in  the  great  national  tournament  at  the  Memphis  Country  Club, 
Estelle  Lawson  Page  reached  the  peak  of  feminine  golf  in  America  by 
winning  the  1937  Women's  Championship  of  the  United  States,  and  the 
emphatic  rating  among  the  critics  of  the  finest  feminine  golfer  this  coun- 
try has  yet  produced.  Playing  from  the  Sedgefield  Country  Club  at 
Greensboro,  but  with  all  her  study  and  practice  at  Chapel  Hill,  this  amaz- 
ing North  Carolina  girl  has  won  the  North  and  South  Championship  at 
Pinehurst  twice — the  only  Southern  girl  who  has  ever  won  it — and  was 
medalist  in  the  National  at  Canoe  Brook  in  1936,  before  she  repeated  as 
medalist  and  then  won  her  tremendous  victory  over  a  great  field  in  the 
National  at  Memphis  in  October,  1937. 

So  the  little  course  at  Chapel  Hill  is  a  sort  of  shrine  to  me;  and  Dr. 
Lawson,  though  he  may  specialize  in  anatomy  and  physical  education  at 
the  University  of  North  Carolina,  and  gained  his  experience  in  golf  as  a 
big-league  baseball  pitcher,  is  no  small  part  of  a  golf  instructor,  it  appears. 

The  Piedmont  Country  Club  at  Burlington  has  been  growing  for  fifteen 
years.  First  it  was  three  holes,  then  six,  and  now  nine.  The  clubhouse  is 
three  years  old,  and  the  greens  are  grass,  and  Charlie  Farlow  is  the  pro- 


fessional — a  good  competitive  player  who  showed  well  in  the  last  Metro- 
politan Open  in  Atlanta. 

And  now  we  almost  hit  the  ceiling  of  the  State  again,  at  Reidsville, 
which  has  the  most  alliterative  combination  of  club  and  professional  I 
have  yet  encountered.  Try  it  over  on  your  alliterator — Penrose  Park 
Country  Club,  Pat  Petranck,  professional.  And  remember  there  are  grass 
greens  and  a  very  fine  layout  at  Reidsville. 


CAME  the  night  and  Greensboro,  and  I  wTas  right  at  home  at  dear  old 
Sedgefield,  where  I'd  paid  many  visits,  the  last  on  the  occasion  of  the 
huge  welcoming  party  they  gave  Tony  Manero  after  he  won  the  Open 
Championship  at  Baltusrol,  when  he  was  professional  at  the  Sedgefield 
Country  Club  and  did  all  his  rehearsing  there  for  the  Blue  Ribbon  event 
of  American  golf.  Orville  White  is  professional  there  now,  and  the  great 
course,  another  example  of  year-round  play,  and  Sedgefield  Inn,  under 
the  management  of  Mr.  John  Heller,  were  as  hospitable  as  ever. 

One  of  our  juvenile  prodigies,  the  diminutive  Bobby  Dunkelberger,  is  a 
Sedgefieldian,  duly  qualified  at  Biltmore  Forest  from  the  Carolinas  sector 
for  play  in  the  1937  National  Amateur  at  Portland.  He  has  a  brother, 
Donald,  younger  and  even  smaller  than  himself,  who  lately  competed  in 
the  Chicago  $10,000  Open,  though  he  did  not  win  it.  But  the  only  thing 
I  see  as  likely  to  keep  the  name  of  Dunkelberger  out  of  the  golfing  head- 
lines is  its  length. 

Orville  White  scored  a  69  the  first  time  he  played  the  course,  the  record 
being  held  by  Tony  Manero  at  67.  The  ladies  take  kindly  to  Sedgefield, 
from  their  own  tees,  Kathryn  Hemphill  doing  a  71  and  Mrs.  Page  a  73 
in  the  qualifying  round  of  the  Carolinas  Championship. 
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THE  Greensboro  Country  Club,  with  a  course  in  play  the  last  quarter 
of  a  century,  is  a  craftily  designed  layout  where  hooking  or  slicing 
will  meet  prompt  punishment.  Indeed,  if  you  are  in  good  slicing  form, 
you  may  slice  out  of  bounds  from  thirteen  of  the  eighteen  tees. 

At  the  165-yard  third  hole,  back  in  1929,  an  ardent  golfer,  Judge  Ken- 
nesaw  Mountain  Landis,  High  Commissioner  of  Baseball,  used  up  seven- 
teen blows.  I  tried  to  find  out  from  George  Slingerland,  the  professional, 
what  Judge  Landis  said  on  that  occasion,  but  without  success.  George 
said  they  still  had  difficulty  getting  grass  to  grow  on  that  part  of  the 
course,  however. 

George  holds  the  record,  a  great  34-30 — 64,  and  Eddie  Michaels,  Jr., 
set  the  amateur  mark  at  69,  the  yardage  being  6,334  and  par  71. 


600  YARD 
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THE  Starmount  Golf  Club,  Inc.,  is  characterized  by  Gene  Sarazen, 
who  is  famous  for  his  characterizations,  as  the  finest  public  golf  course 
he  has  ever  seen,  and  Slamming  Sam  Snead,  runner-up  in  the  1937  Open, 
says  it's  the  toughest  course  he  played  on  the  Winter  Circuit — outside  of 
Pinehurst  ISTo.  2. 

At  that,  Slamming  Sam  wrote  his  autograph  at  Starmount  when  he 
slammed  a  drive  and  a  brassie  second  over  the  green  of  the  seventh  hole, 
which  measures  just  600  yards — one  of  the  longest  holes  in  America. 
Henry  Picard  got  his  start  toward  fame  and  fortune  at  Starmount  in 
1932,  when  he  won  the  Carolinas  Open  after  a  tie  with  Sir  Walter  Hagen 
at  292,  beating  Sir  Walter  by  ten  strokes  with  a  69  in  the  play-off  before 
a  gallery  of  5,000.  The  69  is  the  course  record,  held  jointly  with  Tony 
Manero.  Tully  Blair  and  Wes  Terrell,  the  ball  player,  share  the  amateur 
record  of  70;  and  Mrs.  Page  of  Chapel  Hill  has  the  feminine  mark,  77. 

George  Corcoran,  a  brother  of  Treddie  Corcoran,  tournament  manager 
for  the  P.  G.  A.,  is  professional,  and  in  his  roster  of  pupils  he  has  had  Wes 
Terrell  and  the  late  Tlo  Ziegfeld.  A  lot  of  ballplayers  are  found  in  the 
off-season  at  Starmount — the  Terrell  boys  and  the  Brown  boys,  Jimmy  and 
Mace ;  Heinie  Manush,  General  Crowder,  Dave  Harris,  Roy  Spencer, 
Garland  Braxton  and  Bobby  Durham  among  the  number.  The  clubhouse, 
built  by  the  owners  of  the  estate,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edward  Benjamin  of 
Greensboro  and  ]^ew  Orleans,  is  a  thing  of  modern  beauty  and  convenience. 
Mr.  Benjamin,  incidentally,  was  tennis  captain  at  dear  old  Harvard  about 
1920,  and  is  fond  of  race  horses — he  owns  Gold  Toam,  winner  in  1935  of 
the  Travis  Sweepstakes  at  Saratoga. 

We  went  over  to  the  Twin  City  Country  Club  at  Winston-Salem  next, 
where  dear  old  Paul  Andress  has  been  professional  the  last  fifteen  years, 
and  found  one  of  Donald  Boss's  earlier  designs,  laid  out  more  than  a  score 
of  years  ago;  a  fine  year-round  affair,  6,342  yards  in  length,  with  a  par 


of  71.  Henry  Picard,  Horton  Smith;,  Walter  Hag-en,  Joe  Kirkwood  and 
a  lot  of  celebrities  have  had  shots  at  the  course  and  Bobby  Jones  played 
there  for  the  Junior  League,  but  the  record  is  held  by  Bill  Deuschle  at 
66,  and  Kathryn  Hemphill  has  the  women's  mark  at  73. 

The  Hill  Crest  Golf  Club,  a  fee  course  of  nine  holes,  operated  by  H.  C. 
Abels,  offers  a  layout  of  3,000  yards  and  a  convenient  spot  to  play. 


PROBABLY  the  finest  Caledonian  accent  or  burrrr  in  Norrrth  Carrro- 
lina  is  found  at  the  Emerywood  Country  Club,  High  Point,  emanating 
from  Andrew  Merrilees,  professional  there  for  a  decade.  Andrew  came 
from  North  Berwyck,  where  he  was  called  Andra,  and  Berwyck  was  called 
Berrrrick,  and  he  holds  the  course  record,  33-33 — 66.  Old  Tom  Bendelow 
laid  out  the  nine-hole  course,  and  its  severity  is  illustrated  by  the  fact  that 
Tony  Manero,  Open  Champion  of  1936,  used  up  299  strokes  in  winning 
the  Carolinas  Open  in  1934,  and  holed  a  putt  from  off  the  green  that 
nearly  knocked  the  hole  out  of  the  ground,  to  beat  Henry  Picard  by  one 
stroke.  Bill  Snow,  Frosty  Snow — a  cousin — and  E.  S.  Wood,  amateurs, 
have  done  as  well  as  33  for  nine  holes,  but  have  yet  to  make  two  of  them 
stick  together. 

Over  at  the  Blair  Park  Golf  Club  is  the  public  course,  of  nine  holes, 
with  Jimmy  Crichton  as  professional. 

Losing  ground  like  a  dodging  halfback,  we  dropped  southeast  to  Ashe- 
boro,  and  were  rewarded  for  the  digression  by  a  Donald  Ross  course  for 
public  play,  the  Asheboro  Municipal;  a  fine  affair  for  a  town  of  11,000, 
with  Henry  Mills  as  professional  and  a  nice  little  clubhouse,  and  then  we 
tacked  due  west  again  to  Lexington,  where  this  same  Henry  Mills  had 
laid  out  and  built  a  good  nine-hole  course  for  the  Lexington  Golf  Club, 
with  grass  greens  and  150  members.  The  course  is  of  good  size,  3,200 
yards,  and  the  members  play  all  the  year  'round. 
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ABITTEE  disappointment  awaited  me  at  the  Salisbury  Country  Club, 
where  my  old  friend  Mike  Thomas,  one  of  the  Grade-A  southpaw 
amateurs  of  a  bygone  and  happy  day  in  Tennessee,  has  been  professional 
for  nine  years.  Mike  was  away  for  the  day  on  business  and  I  didn't  see 
him,  though  his  two  offspring  were  in  circulation  on  bicycles  about  the 
pretty  club  grounds. 

The  course  (you  guessed  it!)  was  designed  by  Donald  Ross,  not  especial- 
ly for  a  lefthand  golfer ;  is  of  nine  holes,  measuring  6,664  for  the  two 
rounds,  and  Mr.  Thomas  holds  the  record,  at  6Q.  A  second  nine  holes 
have  been  laid  out  and  cleared,  and  the  club  is  obviously  in  a  prosperous 
condition,  with  the  golfing  membership  closed  at  135,  and  the  surplus  en- 
thusiasts in  Salisbury  performing  at  the  Brookdale  Golf  Club,  a  public 
course,  and  a  very  good  one. 

JSTow  we  were  headed  for  another  great  golfing  center.  Charlotte,  by 
way  of  Concord,  where  the  Cabarrus  Country  Club  is  a  member  of  the 
Carolina  Golf  Association  and  supplies  a  number  of  its  leading  competi- 
tors. The  Parkwood  Country  Club  is  the  public  course  there — North 
Carolina  towns  and  smaller  cities  have  a  pleasant  habit  of  distributing 
their  play  between  private  and  public  golf  which  is  highly  commendable. 


CHARLOTTE,  another  night  stop,  is  down  at  the  lower  rim  of  the 
State  and  it  is  fairly  crawling  with  golf  courses — the  Charlotte 
Country  Club,  the  Myers  Park  Golf  Club — both  members  of  the  Carolina 
Golf  Association;  the  Hill  Crest  Golf  Club,  the  Carolina  Golf  Club,  and 
the  Sharon  Golf  Club,  which  I  think  is  not  yet  listed  in  the  official  records, 
lately  purchased  by  Mr.  Elwood  Sachsenmaier,  whom  I  remember  some- 
what mournfully  as  the  owner  of  Roman  Soldier,  a  horse  which  I  had 
favored  in  the  1935  Kentucky  Derby.  The  last  three  are  public  courses, 
of  the  fee  type,  with  Bill  Goebel,  an  old  friend  of  mine,  professional  at 
Hill  Crest ;  Sutton  Alexander  as  owner  and  manager  at  the  Carolina ; 
and  Harry  Waller,  manager  at  Sharon. 


I  had  been  at  the  Charlotte  Country  Club  not  long  before,  when  the 
Southern  Amateur  was  played  there  and  won  in  a  great  campaign  by 
Freddie  Haas  of  JSTew  Orleans,  the  L.  S.  U.  student  who  later  captured 
the  National  Intercollegiate,  with  Paul  Leslie,  also  of  L.  S.  U.,  as  runner- 
up.  The  performance  in  the  Southern  gave  me  a  great  idea  of  the  qual- 
ities of  the  course  as  a  fine  test  of  golf,  especially  in  the  play  of  Freddie 
Haas  and  the  runner-up,  Charlie  Yates  of  Atlanta,  whose  scoring  in  the 
qualifying  rounds  and  in  the  subsequent  match  play  was  never  more  than 
three  strokes  apart,  Yates  winning  the  medal  with  73-73 — 146  while  Haas 
scored  73-76 — 149,  and  Freddie  winning  1  up  in  a  grand  final  match  at 
36  holes,  with  a  score  of  73-73 — 146  to  Yates'  73-74 — 147. 

One  entry,  indeed,  Cliff  Eley  of  Atlanta,  became  superheated  in  the 
first  medal  round  and  reeled  off  a  new  record  of  67  with  eight  3's  in  it. 
But  the  law  of  averages  and  the  sterling  qualities  of  the  course  caught  up 
with  Mr.  Eley  the  second  day  and  he  averaged  exactly  a  stroke  worse  per 
hole,  with  an  85. 

Arthur  Ham,  the  little  English  professional,  has  had  a  wide  experience 
in  the  game  and  once  was  Open  Champion  of  New  Zealand. 

Myers  Park  also  seems  to  be  a  good  training  ground  for  golfers,  as  that 
team  tied  in  the  medal-play  match  with  the  East  Lake  squad  from  At- 
lanta. The  course  at  full  stretch  measures  6,900  yards,  with  a  par  of  37-35 
—72,  and  certain  revisions  by  Arthur  Ham  and  the  committee  at  the  coun- 
try club  have  steadily  improved  a  design  of  more  than  twenty-five  years 
ago,  when  the  late  genial  sportsman,  Fred  Laxton,  began  to  take  a  great 
interest  in  it.  The  clubhouse  is  one  of  the  finest  and  most  dignified  in 
the  State,  and  all  in  all,  it's  a  grand  place  to  hold  a  big  tournament. 

The  course  at  Myers  Park  is  shorter,  6,368  yards,  and  the  professional, 
Freddie  Hyatt,  and  Arthur  Ham  hold  the  record,  66.  Erwin  Laxton, 
Bayard  Storm,  "W.  S.  Alexander  and  Bob  Crossland  made  up  the  four- 
man  team  which  tied  with  East  Lake  in  the  medal  test  and  Ed.  Schreiber 
is  another  first-class  amateur  there. 

Charlotte,  as  you  may  imagine,  required  much  of  a  good  big  morning 
to  cover  and  the  sun  was  swinging  up  toward  the  yard-arm  as  we  shoved 
off,  straight  for  its  setting-place,  with  Gastonia  the  first  stop.  But  we  went 
westward  only  into  Gaston  County  and  then  started  on  a  great  swing 
around  through  Shelby,  Morganton,  Lenoir  and  Hickory,  so  that  when 
the  shadows  began  to  grow  long,  at  Statesville,  the  log  showed  nearly 
two  hundred  miles — and  we  still  were  within  forty  miles  of  Charlotte. 
But  there  are  a  lot  of  golf  courses  in  that  neck  of  the  woods,  where  the  ter- 
rain begins  to  climb  toward  the  Land  of  the  Sky. 


Gastonia  has  the  Gaston  Country  Club,  with  grass  greens  and  165  mem- 
bers who  play  all  the  year — stopping  for  meals,  of  course;  and  the  Mu- 
nicipal Golf  Club,  nine  holes,  grass  greens,  operated,  I  believe,  by  ISTeely 
Price.  For  a  nine-holer  this  layout  has  two  extraordinarily  long  ones,  over 
500  yards  each.  It  seems  that  three  years  ago  a  couple  of  councilmen  of 
Gastonia  got  bitten  by  the  golf  bacillus  and  started  playing,  and  found 
the  course  somewhat  run  down,  and  decided,  by  gum,  to  do  something 
about  it,  pronto !  So  they  did,  and  there  is  more  play  now  than  ever 
before  on  the  public  course,  and  it  is  in  far  better  condition. 

The  Cleveland  Springs  Country  Club  at  Shelby,  nine  holes,  grass  greens, 
is  getting  rather  up  into  the  atmosphere,  and  the  Mimosa  Golf  Club  at 
Morganton,  all  set  about  with  mimosa  trees,  showed  1,181  feet  above  sea 
level.  Donald  Ross  laid  out  the  original  nine  holes,  there  now  being 
eighteen,  with  grass  greens,  forty  bunkers,  and  150  members,  which  is  a 
lot  of  members  for  a  town  of  6,000.  The  Lenoir  Golf  Club,  twenty  miles 
farther  along — now  going  northeast — is  an  excellent  affair  of  nine  holes, 
with  grass  greens,  while  the  Hickory  Country  Club,  twenty  miles  to  the 
southeast,  is  a  member  of  the  Carolina  Golf  Association,  with  nine  holes 
in  sand  greens,  and  a  professional,  R.  A.  Grimes. 
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WE  were  now  heading  due  east  again,  to  Statesville  and  the  States- 
ville Country  Club,  one  member  of  which  is  a  brother-in-law  of 
the  writer,  once  removed — I  mean,  we  married  sisters.  His  name  is  Ralph 
Sloan  and  I  visited  the  relatives  the  day  after  the  1937  Southern  Amateur 
at  Charlotte,  and,  chaperoned  by  Mr.  Sloan,  I  went  around  the  States- 
ville Country  Club  course  twice,  under  my  own  steam,  and  watched  the 
handsome  little  professional,  Pat  Denofrio,  in  a  fourball  match  with  "W.  G. 
Avery,  L.  M.  Graves  and  Jack  "Wagoner,  the  latter,  still  looking  like  the 
crack  football  player  he  was  not  long  ago,  knocking  around  the  course, 
par  74,  in  just  70  blows,  some  of  his  drives  being  among  the  longest  I 
had  ever  witnessed.  At  the  third  hole,  a  dogleg  around  an  angle  of  trees, 
measuring  355  yards,  his  drive  sent  the  ball  at  least  pin-high  and  just  off 
the  green — a  poke  of  some  350  yards. 

Denofrio  scored  a  neat  par  74,  and  the  others  were  somewhat  higher, 
though  Mr.  Graves  picked  off  a  very  good  78.  It's  a  darned  interesting 
course — or  you'd  never  have  found  me  walking  around  it  the  day  after 
that  classic  Haas-Yates  36-hole  bout  at  Charlotte. 

That  fifty-mile  drive  northward  from  Statesville  to  Roaring  Gap  came 
along  in  the  quiet  hour  just  before  sunset,  and  kept  me  trying  to  recall 
that  loveliest  line  written  by  O.  Henry  at  Asheville,  a  long  time  ago.  I 
couldn't  quite  get  it  and  switched,  into  a  feebler  line  of  my  own,  about  the 
Parade  of  the  Purple  Mountains,  back  of  which  the  dull  crimson  disk  of 
the  sun  was  sliding  down.  ...  It  was  a  majestic  panorama  we  could  see, 
all  around  the  rim  of  the  world,  as  we  pulled  up  at  the  Inn — we  almost 
forgot  to  check  in  for  the  night,  staring  at  it.  .  .  .  We  had  climbed  from 
Statesville,  itself  1,000  feet  above  sea  level,  to  3,700  feet,  and  we  now  were 
in  the  fringe  of  that  tremendous  region  in  which  eighty-two  mountain 
peaks  tower  more  than  a  mile  toward  "that  inverted  bowl  we  call  the  sky." 
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MOUNTAINS 


AND  the  scenery  in  the  Land  of  the  Sky,  as  you  will  observe  in  the  rest 
^  periods  of  your  game  at  golfing  centers  like  Roaring  Gap  and  Blow- 
ing Rock  and  Linville  and  Asheville  and  on  westward — the  scenery  in 
all  its  smooth  grandeur  is  soft  and  green  in  the  day  and  blue  and  purple, 
as  the  night  draws  on,  where  the  California  mountains,  massive  and  ma- 
jestic, are  hard  and  metallic  in  their  outlines,  and  sometimes — or  so  I 
found  it — tend  to  put  the  nerves  on  edge  .  .  .  there's  a  sort  of  rest  about 
the  gentle  mountains  in  the  Land  of  the  Sky. 

Anyway,  we  certainly  rested  that  night  at  Roaring  Gap,  and  next 
morning,  the  erstwhile  purple  mountains  now  gay  with  emerald  and  jade 
effects,  we  looked  over  the  golf  course  at  the  Roaring  Gap  Country  Club, 
6,000  yards  of  it,  par  71,  where  Mr.  Ed.  Edgerton  of  Raleigh,  on  last  July 
14  celebrated  Bastile  L)ay  by  knocking  off  a  69  for  the  record. 


Grove  Park,  Asheville 
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1.  Bobby  Jones  at  Highlands 

2.  Pinehurst  Country  Club 

3.  Highlands  Country  Club 

4.  Carolina  Country  Club,  Raleigh 


WALLOPS 


Dumpy  Hagler,  not  so  long  ago  a  great  lineman  at  the  University  of 
Alabama,  and  now  line  coach  at  Duke  in  the  fall,  is  professional  at  Roar- 
ing Gap.  He  plays  a  lot,  wallops  a  golf  hall  with  the  rugged  enthusiasm 
expended  in  the  past  on  opposing  tackles  and  guards,  and  never  goes 
away  from  the  thirteenth  green  without  hitting  at  least  one  drive  from  a 
special  tee  at  the  rim  of  a  tremendous  mountain  slope,  so  you  may  see 
that  Mr.  Hagler  is  no  Scot.  He  hit  two  that  morning,  and  so  did  Albert 
Hill,  and  all  the  drives  were  half  a  mile  or  better — say  240  yards  out  and 
the  rest  of  the  way  straight  down,  which  is  a  pretty  long  way,  and  beauti- 
ful to  see.  On  second  thought,  I  fancy  Mr.  Hagler's  example  stimulates 
patrons  of  the  club  to  fire  golf  balls  away  into  the  crystal  void,  which  is 
good  for  the  golf  ball  business  in  which,  naturally,  he  is  engaged.  He 
may  have  a  Caledonian  strain,  at  that. 

The  course  is  a  very  pretty  affair,  3,700  feet  above  sea  level  but  with 
little  climbing;  indeed,  a  beautiful  lake  is  just  below  the  setting,  abound- 
ing in  trout  and  motor  craft,  some  specimens  of  the  former  being  mounted 
with  great  effect  on  the  wall  of  the  inn.  Time  was  taken  out  here  to  ac- 
cept the  inn  management's  offer  of  a  station  wagon  trip  through  the 
amazing  scenic  mountain  trails  under  the  able  direction  and  guidance  of 
none  other  than  Dumpy  himself. 

Blowing  Rock  —  and  we  were  still  going  up  —  presents  another  golf 
course,  the  Green  Park-Norwood,  on  wbich  it  is  more  than  usually  diffi- 


cult  to  keep  your  eye  on  the  ball,  by  reason  of  ecstatic  scenic  surround- 
ings. It  averages  better  than  4,000  feet  in  altitude — the  tallest  golf  course 
east  of  the  Rockies,  and  I  don't  seem  to  recall  observing  one  any  higher 
on  the  Pacific  Coast,  but  maybe  I  missed  it.  The  course  is  6,170  yards  in 
length,  and  originally  was  designed  by  the  late  Seth  Raynor,  who  created 
such  lovely  holes  as  the  Cape,  the  Alps  and  the  Eden.  George  Blagg, 
veteran  English  professional,  has  been  at  the  Greenwood  Park-Norwood 
course  a  long  time,  in  the  summer  months,  and  he  and  Gwyn  Harper  hold 
the  record,  66,  against  a  neat  par  of  71.  Like  Roaring  Gap  and  Linville, 
this  layout  is  ideally  suited  to  summer  play  and  scenic  expeditions,  in 
fact  a  tour  of  the  course  includes,  in  addition  to  a  most  satisfying  test  of 
golf  prowess,  with  the  consequent  thrill  of  high  altitude  play — the  added 
enjoyment  of  a  sparkling  three  hours  of  ever-changing  mountain  scenery. 


Roaring  Gap 
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Eighth  Green,  Linville 


uHk&usb 


OPENED  in  1929,  the  Linville  Golf  Club's  course  is  played  from  three 
sets  of  tees,  like  most  of  the  prevalent  Donald  Ross  creations,  afford- 
ing a  yardage  of  5,255,  6,092  and  6,364,  with  a  par  of  70.  Its  altitude  is 
3,712  feet,  or  perhaps  a  moderate  pole-vault  higher  than  Roaring  Gap, 
and  the  afternoon  we  called  a  fine  bevy  of  girl  golfers  had  just  departed 
after  finishing  a  tournament  in  which  Marion  Miley  of  Lexington,  Ky., 
rated  the  No.  1  feminine  golfer  of  1936  in  the  United  States,  had  set  a 
new  record  of  69  in  one  round  while  winning  the  event.  I  think  Mr.  Nelson 
MacRae,  the  president,  holds  the  record  for  men,  at  65,  though  Fred  Mc- 
Canless,  the  professional,  plays  there  a  lot. 

Along  with  the  celebrated  Grandfather  Mountain,  rearing  its  venerable 
crest  5,964  feet  toward  the  stratosphere,  the  vicinity  of  Linville,  in  addi- 
tion to  golf,  affords  tennis  and  skeet  and  trout  fishing;  swimming  and 
boating  and  horse-backing.  There  seems  a  lot  to  do  at  these  mountain 
summer  spots. 

And  now — Asheville,  fifth  member  of  the  great  quintet,  the  top  golfing 
hand  whose  other  cards  are  Raleigh  and  Pinehurst  on  the  east  and  Greens- 
boro and  Charlotte  amidstate,  sweeping  up  into  the  Land  of  the  Sky. 

Straight  across  the  State,  straight  as  a  well-struck  drive  propelled  by 
Jimmy  Thomson,  the  course  of  golf  goes  westward  and  on  into  the  blue 


mountains.  And  Asheville,  of  all  the  golfing  centers  east  of  the  Rockies, 
which  are  a  couple  of  thousand  miles  west  of  there,  greets  the  adventuring 
golfer  from  other  and  less  genial  climes  with  the  most  nearly  ideal  climatic 
conditions  from  January  1  through  December  31,  of  every  year. 


AND 


I'd  been  at  Asheville  in  the  winter  when  Bobby  Jones  and  Francis 
Ouimet  played  a  great  exhibition  match  more  than  a  dozen  years  ago,  at 
the  old,  old  Asheville  Country  Club,  started  away  back  in  the  Gay 
Nineties,  against  Abe  Mitchell,  the  longest-hitting  English  professional 
and  George  Duncan,  the  brilliant  Scot.  And  now  I  was  at  Asheville  late 
in  July — and  it  was  fine  golfing  weather  on  both  occasions. 

Five  courses,  in  and  above  Asheville ;  the  Asheville  Country  Club, 
Ernest  Ballard,  professional,  its  6,057  yards  greatly  revised,  and  a  club- 
house with  a  couple  of  dozen  guest-rooms.  The  Biltmore  Forest  Country 
Club  at  Biltmore — where  we  found  the  fifteenth  annual  Women's  Invita- 
tion Tournament  about  starting;  the  Beaver  Lake  Golf  Club,  with  my  old 
friend,  Henry  Westall,  as  manager ;  the  Municipal  Golf  Course ;  and  the 
Malvern  Hills  Golf  Club,  the  last  three  public  courses,  and  all  but  the 
first  and  last  named  creations  of  Donald  Ross.  And  only  an  old-fashioned 
buggy-ride  away  in  the  mountains  the  Lake  Lure  Municipal,  between  the 
lovely  lake  and  Chimney  Rock;  a  niche  cut  out  of  Switzerland. 

We  paid  Lake  Lure  a  visit  the  morning  after  reaching  Asheville  the 
evening  before,  because  the  Biltmore  and  the  Biltmore  Forest  Country 
Club  were  to  be  the  western  terminus  of  our  famous  non-golfing 
golfing  pilgrimage  —  as  a  pair  of  pilgrims,  that  is;  for  Albert  had 
to  go  galloping  back  to  Raleigh,  'and  I  stayed  on  at  Biltmore  for  a  week 
and  returned  home  by  way  of  Hendersonville  and  Highlands,  my  wife  be- 
ing in  the  field  of  competitors  at  Biltmore  Forest  with  a  dozen  Atlanta 
players  headed  by  Dorothy  Kirby,  Southern  champion. 

That  was  quite  a  tournament  for  a  number  of  reasons,  one  being  that 
four  of  the  best  feminine  golfers  in  America  were  in  the  field  and  got  to- 
gether in  the  semi-final  round,  Miss  Kirby  defeating  Marion  Miley,  the 
recent  Linville  heroine,  in  the  greatest  match  the  Atlanta  youngster  had 
ever  played,  while  in  the  lower  bracket  Mrs.  Jane  Cothran  Jameson  of 
Greenville,  S.  C,  defeated  Kathryn  Hemphill  of  Columbia,  and  went  on 
to  beat  the  Southern  Champion  next  day. 


Pinehurst  Country  Club,  Pinehurst 


IT  OR  NOT 


The  performance  of  qualifying  day  also  will  stand  out  forever  clear  in 
the  memory  of  this  commentator,  because,  for  the  first  and  only  time  in 
more  than  thirty  years  of  following  and  writing  about  golf,  I  saw  two 
stroke-play  competitions,  one  by  first-class  masculine  amateurs,  the  other 
by  first-class  feminine  players,  held  on  the  same  day,  on  the  same  golf 
course,  and  under  precisely  the  same  conditions,  except  that  the  men 
played  the  course  at  full  championship  stretch,  and  the  ladies  from  their 
own  front  tees.     And  the  result  was,  and  will  remain,  an  incredible  testi- 


monial  to  the  design  and  playing  qualities  of  that  great  course,  which 
from  the  men's  tees  measured  6,600  yards  and  from  the  women's  6,000. 

Twenty-two  of  the  hest  masculine  amateurs  in  the  two  Carolinas  were 
playing  that  day  in  the  36-hole  medal  qualifying  test  for  five  places  in 
the  approaching  National  Amateur  Championship  at  Portland;  one  round 
in  the  morning,  another  in  the  afternoon.  The  girls  were  playing  their 
own  18-hole  qualifying  round  in  the  morning.  And  when  the  scores  were 
all  on  the  board,  the  five  leading  girls  had  turned  in  the  following  cards : 

Dorothy  Kirby 74 

Mrs.  Jameson 75 

Kathryn   Hemphill 76 

Marion   Miley 79 

Marion  Gayer 80 

And  the  five  masculine  amateurs  who  qualified  for  the  National  Cham- 
pionship play  from  their  district  posted  these  scores  for  their  morning 
rounds : 

Bobby  Dunkelberger 74 

Judd  Brumley 75 

Charles  Dudley 76 

Henry  Westall 77 

Eichard   Tufts 80 

Check  it  up — and  never  forget  it!  It  will  never  happen  again.  The 
men,  from  the  men's  tees  that  morning,  played  the  Biltmore  Forest  course 
with  scores  absolutely  identical  with  those  of  the  five  leading  girls,  play- 
ing from  the  women's  tees,  with  a  single  variation  of  two  strokes  in  one 
instance.  I  did  a  magazine  article  about  that  coincidence,  which  is  much 
more  than  a  coincidence,  and  unique,  I  believe,  in  the  records  of  com- 
petitive golf. 


...A   I 


Green  Park,  Norwood,  Blowing  Rock 


WORLD'S  LONGEST 


M. 


Beaver  Lake,  with  Henry  Westall  as  manager,  has  in  its  second  nine 
the  world's  longest  golf  hole,  so  far  as  I  have  been  informed — the  thir- 
teenth of  639  yards.  Yet  the  course  as  a  whole  is  by  no  means  tiresomely 
elongated,  though  Mr.  Ross  in  his  design  was  given  carte-blanche  as  to 
area;  he  might  have  used  square  miles  instead  of  acres  had  he  wished. 
The  card  shows  a  yardage  of  6,505  from  the  regular  tees,  par  72,  and  it 
is  one  of  the  finest  tests  of  golf  in  the  State. 

Mr.  Ross  also  laid  out  the  Municipal  Golf  Course,  quite  close  to  the 
city;  a  suave  layout  just  over  6,000  yards,  and,  while  undulating  pleas- 
antly, not  particularly  hilly.  Malvern  Hills  offers  a  good,  short  nine- 
hold  affair  of  2,685  yards,  easy  to  reach  and  easy  to  play  when  you  get 
there. 

And  so  I  went  back  to  the  ladies'  tournament  at  Biltmore  Forest  and 
called  the  professional,  Prank  Clark,  and  good  old  Tammas  Pratt,  the 
Scottish  starter  with  the  microscopic  megaphone  and  the  magnificent 
accent,  into  a  Lodge  of  Sorrow  because  I  couldn't  stay  over  for  the  men's 
huge  annual  invitation  tournament  a  bit  later,  when  something  like  250 
players  would  compete,  with  all  flights  below  the  tenth  farmed  out  the 
first  two  rounds.  ...  I  did  a  good  job  of  sorrowing. 


Woot^um 


JULY 


And  so  southward  and  homeward,  by  way  of  Hendersonville,  with  two 
good  courses,  the  Hendersonville  Country  Club  with  Bob  Smith  as  pro- 
fessional, and  the  Highland  Lake  Golf  Club,  nine  holes;  and  along  to 
Highlands  for  the  last  night  out,  at  the  Highlands  Country  Club,  where 
we  found  Harry  Mehre,  head  football  coach  at  the  University  of  Georgia 
and  Mrs.  Mehre,  catching  a  bit  of  golfing  rest  before  the  gridiron  season. 

Lovely  golf  course  at  Highlands.  Bobby  Jones  has  a  summer  home 
there  and  has  played  it  a  lot,  once  scoring  a  62,  which  is  pretty  decent  on 
any  layout.  This  one  measures  6,300  yards  with  a  par  of  70  and  a  charm- 
ing lake  to  catch  topped  iron  shots  from  the  last  tee.  And  it's  one  of  the 
tallest  courses  in  the  Land  of  the  Sky — 4,000  feet  at  the  clubhouse,  in 
which,  the  late  afternoon  of  July  31,  we  found  a  great  wood  fire  blazing  in 
the  living  room,  and  needed ! 


Bobby  Jones  at  Highlands 


And  so  the  non-golfing  golfing  pilgrimage  came  to  an  end,  as  we  went 
rolling  southward  out  of  the  Old  North  State  and  the  temperature  began 
to  rise  as  the  white  ribbon  of  highway  descended.  Rolling  along,  down 
from  the  mountains  .  .  .  suddenly  I  remembered  clearly  that  lovely  line 
with  which  0.  Henry  had  closed  one  of  his  stories,  written  at  Asheville, 
where  he  had  been  ordered  by  the  doctor  for  a  rest — absolute  rest. 

Wrote  O.  Henry: 

"What  rest  more  remedial  than  to  sit  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade, 
and,  with  a  sixth  sense,  read  the  wordless  Theocritean  idyl  of  the  gold- 
bannered  blue  mountains  marching  orderly  into  the  dormitories  of  the 
night?" 


Pinehurst  Country  Club,  Pinehurst 


Southern  Pines  Country  Club,  Southern  Pines 


Club  House,  Linville 


AND    COURSES 


OF  NORTH  CAROLINA 


No. 
TOWN  PRO.   or   MGR.  COURSE  HOLES 

Asheboro Henry  Mills,  Pro. Asheboro  Municipal  Golf  Course 9 

Asheville *Ernest  Ballard,  Pro. Asheville  Country  Club 18 

Asheville Henry  Westal,  Mgr Beaver  Lake  Golf  Club 18 

Asheville *Frank  Clark,  Pro Biltmore  Forest  Country  Club 18 

Asheville Mr.  Arbogast,  Mgr.            Malvern  Hills  Golf  Club 9 

Badin Earl  Estridge,  Pro Stanley  Country  Club 18 

Blowing  Rock George  Blagg,  Pro Green  Park-Norwood  Golf  Club 18 

Brevard Brevard  Country  Club 9 

Burlington *Charlie  Farlow,  Pro Piedmont  Country  Club 9 

Charlotte W.  S.  Alexander,  Mgr. Carolina  Golf  Club 18 

Charlotte *  Arthur  Ham,  Pro Charlotte  Country  Club 13 

Charlotte Bill  Goebel,  Pro Hill  Crest  Golf  Club 18 

Charlotte *Freddie  Hyatt,  Pro. Myers  Park  Country  Club 18 

Chapel  Hill Chapel  Hill  Country  Club 9 

Concord .* Cabarrus  Country  Club 9 

Concord Parkwood  Country  Club 


Durham Henry  Poe,  Pro. Hillandale  Golf  Club 18 

Durham /"Marshall  Crichton,  Pro.    Hope  Valley  Country  Club 18 

Elizabeth  City J.  C.  Tatka,  Pro Elizabeth  City  Country  Club 9 
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*  Members   of   Carolina   Golf   Association. 


No. 
TOWN  PRO.   or   MGR.  COURSE  HOLES 

Farmville Wyatt  Holmes,  Pro. Farmville  Country  Club 9 

Fayetteville *R.  E.  Atkins,  Pro. Country  Club  of  Fayetteville 9 

Forest  City Hobert  Lyle,  Pro Municipal  Golf  Course 9 

Fort  Bragg Charles  Tripp,  Pro.  Officers  Golf  Club 9 

Franklin J.  F.  Carmak,   Pro Franklin  Recreation  Association 9 

Gastonia *L.  R.  Hare,   Pro Gaston  Country  Club 9 

Gastonia G.   B.   Powell,    Pro Municipal  Golf  Club 9 

Goldsboro Goldsboro  Country  Club 9 


Greensboro *Geo.  Slingerland,  Pro Greensboro  Country  Club 18 

Greensboro *OrviIle   White,    Pro Sedgefield  Country  Club 18 

Greensboro Geo.  Cocran,  Pro. Starmount  Golf  Club 18 

Greenville R.  C.  Bailey,  Pro. Greenville  Country  Club 9 

Henderson West  End  Country  Club 9 

Hendersonville...  Robert  Smith,  Pro. Hendersonville  Country  Club 18 

Hendersonville Highland  Lake  Golf  Club 9 

Hickory *R.  A.  Grimes,  Pro Hickory  Country  Club 9 

Highlands Highland  Golf  Club 18 

High  Point Jimmie  Crichton,  Pro. Blair  Park  Golf  Club 9 

High  Point *Andy  Merrilees,  Pro. Emerywood  Country  Club 9 

Kinston H.  B.  McGlohan,  Pro. Kinston  Country  Club 9 

Lake  Junaluska..  C.  B.  West,  Pro. Lake  Junaluska  Country  Club 9 

Lake  Lure F.  A.  Thompson,  Pro Lake  Lure  Municipal  Golf  Club 9 

Lenoir Lenoir  Golf  Club,  Inc 9 
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Members    of   Carolina    Golf    Association. 


No. 
TOWN  PRO.    or    MGR.  COURSE  HOLES 

Lexington J.    T.    Dennis,    Pro. Lexington  Golf  Club 9 

Linville *Freddi2  McCanless,  Pro.  ..Esceola  Golf  Club 36 

Louisburg R.  W.  Ashley,  Pro Green  Hill  Golf  Club 9 

Lumberton C.  N.  Williams,  Mgr Lumberton  Municipal  Golf  Course ...  9 

Marion .Marion  Lake  Club 9 

Mebane JMebane  Golf  Club 9 

Morganton * JMimosa  Country  Club 18 

Mount  Airy JVfount  Airy  Club 9 

Mount  Holly JMount  Holly  Golf  Club 9 

New  Bern R.  S.  Minor,  Pro JSew  Bern  Country  Club 9 

Oxford .Oxford  Country  Club 9 

Penland _Spruce  Pine  Golf  Club,  Inc 9 

Pinehurst *Donald  J.  Ross,  Pro JPinehurst  Country  Club 54 

Raleigh *Fred  N.  Newham,  Pro .Carolina  Country  Club 18 

Raleigh Eugene  Mills,  Pro .Carolina  Pines  Golf  Club 18 

Raleigh Cheviot  Hills  Golf  Club 9 

Raleigh Harold  Long,  Pro. Raleigh  Golf  Association 18 

Reidsville *Pat  Petranch,  Pro. Penrose  Park  Country  Club 9 

Roanoke  Rapids Chockeyette  Golf  Club 9 

Roaring  Gap E.  P.  Hagler,  Pro. Roaring  Gap  Country  Club 18 

Rockingham Rockingham  Country  Club 9 

Rocky  Mount Palmer  Naples,  Pro. Benvenue  Country  Club 18 
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*Members    of    Carolina    Golf    Association. 


TOWN  PRO.   or   MGR.  COURSE 

Rutherfordton Rutherfordton  Country  Club 


No. 
HOLES 


Salisbury Brookdale  Golf  Club 9 

Salisbury fJ.  Mike  Thomas,  Pro .Country  Club  of  Salisbury 9 

Sanford Sanford  Municipal  Golf  Club 9 

Shelby *H.  M.  McCombs,  Pro Cleveland  Springs  Country  Club 9 

Southern  Pines...   Roy  Brondson,  Pro. Mid  Pines  Country  Club 18 

Southern  Pines...  Dave  Guthries,  Pro. Pine  Needles  Country  Club IS 

Southern  Pines...   Emmett  French,  Pro. Southern  Pines  Country  Club 27 

Statesville *Pat  Denofrio,  Pro Statesville  Country  Club 9 

Tarboro Hilma  Golf  Club IS 

Tryon Larry  Brooks,  Pro Tryon  Country  Club 9 

Wake  Forest .Wake  Forest  Golf  Club 9 

Warrenton Warrenton  Golf  Club 9 

Washington Washington  Country  Club 9 

Waynesville J.  Toomer,  Pro Waynesville  Golf  and  Country  Club.  IS 

Wilmington K.  R.  Boehm,  Pro Cape  Fear  Country  Club IS 

Wilmington Wm.  Crichton,  Pro Wilmington  Municipal  Golf  Club 18 

Wilson L.  A.  Newham,  Pro Wilson  Country  Club IS 

Winston-Salem ...  H.  F.  Abels,  Pro Hill  Crest  Golf  Club 9 

Winston-Salem.  J  Paul  Andress,  Pro Twin  City  Country  Club IS 
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Members    of   Carolina    Golf   Association. 


NOTE— This  list  compiled  by  Richard  Tufts  of  the 
Carolina  Golf  Association  for  the  North  Carolina 
Department    of    Conservation    and    Development. 


BOARD  OF  CONSERVATION  AND  DEVELOPMENT 

GOVERNOR   CLYDE  R.   HOEY,    Chairman  ex   officio 

J.  Q.  GILKEY,  Marion,  Vice  Chairman  J.  W.  HARRELSON,  Raleigh 

J.  L.  HORNE,  Jr.,  Rocky  Mount  J.  L.  McNAIR,  Laurinbuhg 

SANTFORD   MARTIN,   Winston-Salem  F.  PIERCY  CARTER,  Asheville 

C.  W.  ROBERTS,  Charlotte  W.  ROY  HAMPTON,  Plymouth 

E.  I.  BUGG,  Durham  J.  R.  McLAUGHLIN.   Statesville 

THURMOND    CHATHAM,   Winston-Salem  JOS.  J.   STONE,   Greensboro 
R.  BRUCE  ETHERIDGE,  Director,  Raleigh 


The  Department  will  gladly  supply  further  information  on  the  State  of 
North  Carolina  to  any  inquirer.  Booklets  are  available  on  (1)  Recrea- 
tional Facilities;  (2)  Agriculture ;  (8)  Scenic  and  Historical  Attractions; 
(]}.)  Industrial  Opportunities.  Please  address  requests  for  literature  to  the 
Department  of  Conservation  and  Development,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 
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